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Keny Micny Ninoy 


ou ever know a 

woman whosays, “It’s 
So nice to meet a guy who’s 
not a jerk”? 

Is this supposed to be 
a compliment? 

Isn’t this about like 
saying, “Your intelligence 
appears to be higher than 
a sea otter. That’s great.” 

When did being a non- 
jerk become a sign of dis- 
tinction? And what exactly 
did I do to evade jerkdom? 

The other variation on 
this is, “Yep, all I meet are 
Jerks. One jerk after an- 
other. Jerk jerk jerk jerk. 
I’m a magnet for jerks.” 

And it’s always women 
who say this. You never 
hear a man say, “Every 
dang woman I meet is a 
revolting sack of worth- 
less roadkill.” After a rela- 
tionship is over, a man 
tends to go on with life. of the year. 

But when I hear a woman say, “It’s soooo000 nice 
to know you're not a jerk,” I have one thing on my 
mind: 

How much time do I have before I become a jerk? 

And if you ask a woman what a guy has to do to 
avoid being a jerk, they all say the same thing: 

“Just be honest with me.” 

So let’s check in on my friend Rodney, who used 
to tell women, “I’m not looking for a permanent 
relationship. I like to date several women at the 
same time.” 

Of course, Rodney was stupid, but he was defi- 
nitely honest. 

The female verdict on Rodney: El Jerk-o. 

Rodney was assigned to the Jerk Hall of Fame by 
every woman who ever met him. But, as far as I 
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Don “The Dragon” Wilson—half-J apanese, half-American, a p.o.ed 
half-actor without a country, in Red Sun Rising, the best kung fu flick 


& 
know, he never lied to em. 

Remember those psychedelic free-love hippie 
movies from the late sixties and early seventies, 
where Peter Fonda or Bruce Dern or Dennis Hopper 
would find some long-haired babe in hip-hugger bell- 
bottoms and say, “Just because I dig other chicks 
doesn’t mean I don’t dig you, too”? 

Rodney was like that. In fact, he probly watched 
too many acid-trip hippie movies from the sixties, 
which is how he got that way. 

Anyhow, it always worked for Peter Fonda! 

I don’t understand the Jerk Factor. Somebody 
explain it to me. 

Or does not understanding it automatically make 
me a jerk? 

Modern relationships are way too complicated 


for me. 

And speaking of sociology class, this week’s flick 
is Red Sun Rising, the kung-fu movie that asks the 
question, “What if the El Lay gang wars were really 
caused entirely by Japanese samurai drug lords and 
their armies of black-magic killer ninjas?” 

Hey, it could happen. 

The great thing about this movie is that some- 
body got an actual acting performance out of Don 
“The Dragon” Wilson. I mean, he still has that high- 
pitched voice that makes him come across as sort of 
a weenie, but at least you believe him when he says, 
“Yes, I must kick butt now.” The thing that doesn’t 
work is the idea that there’s this war going on inside 
his soul, over whether he’s more Japanese or more 
American, and his grizzled Japaheeno kung-fu 
teacher keeps saying things like “You must make 
peace with yourself,” and you look at Don The 
Dragon’s face and you don’t see the slightest fur- 
rowed brow. It’s like telling Brooke Shields she has 
a multiple personality. I don’t think so. 

Don The Dragon plays a half-Japanese, half- 
American cop who’s working in Kyoto when his 
partner gets killed by a long-haired Michael Bolton- 
lookin assassin who does this thing with his finger 
called the “death touch.” He sticks his finger in your 
ribs, like he’s about to tickle your belly button, and 
it causes you to start throwin up and then keel over 
dead on the pavement. 

Don The Dragon feels so awful about his partner 
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Mako is the hippie dippie sensei. 
getting wasted by ninjas that he goes to El Lay and 
searches for Soon-Teck Oh, the great oriental char- 
acter actor, who plays a wealthy gangster who's 
selling weapons to both the black gangs and the 
Meskin gangs in El] Lay. Unfortunately, a lady cop 
played by Terry Farrell is not too happy to see him— 
until they almost die together, bringing on 
extracurriculus aardvarkus, if you know what I 
mean and I think you do. 

A pretty decent one. They really worked on this 
story. 

Twenty-five dead bodies. One dead bird. No 
breasts. One samurai swordfight. Strangling. One 
motor vehicle chase. Crucifixion. Neck-snapping. 
Heads roll. Gratuitous rap music. Seven Kung Fu 
scenes. Long sticks. Nunchucks. Drive-In Academy 
Award nominations for Mako, as the jive-talking 
oriental sensei who travels with a babe on each arm 
and sells cheap Chinese warrior statues, for spout- 
ing stuff like “When day meets night, only one can 


Victory Over 
Indoor Bullstuff! 


The Hi-Light Outdoor Theater in Aurora, 
Illinois, still has cars lined up out on the high- 
way every night of the week, proving the skep- 
tics wrong once again. Walter Szewczyk of 
Lombard reminds us that, with eternal vigi- 
lance, the drive-in will never die. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


Stars in the Stratosphere 


both films to be 
released this 
summer. Fend- 
ley has also re- 
cently completed 
work on the film 
Lethal Cowboy, 
starring Frank 
Stallone and 
Dana Plato. 
The world of 
B movies and in- 
dependent films 
has several pub- 
'lications dedi- 
cated to them. 
Many are very 
low-budget pub- 
lications put to- 





A cross. be- 
tween Woody AIl- 
len and Sylvester 
Stallone, the Geor- 
gia actor Danny 
Fendley is making 
his mark in the low- 
budget film world. 
Having been inter- 
ested in an acting 
career for some 
time, but unable to 
break into feature 
films, Fendley de- 
cided to form his 
own production 
company to show- 
case his talent. In 
less than two years, 


family magazine. This high qual- 
ity publication is packed full of 
interviews with actors/actresses, 
producers and directors, with an 
emphasis on the horror/science 
fiction genre, as well as an im- 
mense amount of information 
pertaining to fan club addresses, 
unique low-budget videos, trad- 
ing card company addresses, 
comic book store addresses, and 
information on other B-movie 
publications. To receive a copy of 
Footsteps, send a $5 check or 
money order payable to: Bill 
Munster, Box 75, Round Top, 
NY 12473. 

Video Hall of Fame inductee 
and Video Shack founder Arthur 
























Melissa Anne Moore 















Fendley’s Stratosphere Enter- 
tainment has produced two films. 
First he starred in the action 
film Deadly Run. Then, armed 
with confidence and a bigger 
budget, he produced the erotic 
thriller Compelling Evidence, 
starring Brigitte Nielsen 
(Chained Heat 2), Dana Plato 
(Diffrent Strokes), and Fendley, 
with Donald Farmer (Vampire 
Cop) as the director. Look for 





gether by loyal, loving fans. Oth- 
ers are top-grade magazines high- 
lighting the sexy women who bare 
their beautiful bodies for the sake 
of low-budget art. Although all of 
the publications are wonderful in 
their own right, most are filled 
with gore, nudity, and profane lan- 
guage, making them unsuitable 
for families with young children. 
Bill Munster’s publication, Foot- 
steps, fills the niche of the B-movie 





Morowitz has recently joined 
the Troma team as the head of 
Troma’s new video distribution 
company. Leading the cavalcade 
of new Troma titles is The Class 
of Nuke ’Em High LIT: The Good, 
the Bad and the Subhumanoid. 
—MeE.issA ANNE Moore 
If you have news for Melissa, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TA foeel. 

















survive” and “First you must tame the 
anger that lives in your belly”; Terry oe 
Farrell, as the tough detective in high a 

heels who thinks the gangs should 
work together but hates the Japanese 
because they took her dad’s job in a 
Detroit car plant and caused him to 
work at a liquor store where he got 
murdered, for saying “Men think they 
own women after sex—nobody owns 
me”; James Lew, as the deadly assas- 
sin who blows up a guy’s car with a 
giant bazooka, then says “So much for 
sales resistance”; Edward Albert, as 
the evil Alcohol, Tobacco and Firearms 
agent (!), for saying “Believe me, preju- 
dice pays”; and Don The Dragon, for 
learning to fight blindfolded with only 
his mind, because “When he thinks 
like the mountains, fight like the sea.” 

Four stars. 
Joe Bob says check it out. 





Terry doesn’t like Japs coming around the stationhouse, 
leering at her designer suits. 
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When she’s ready to dance, by God, you better lace up for... 


The Happy-Foot Stomp 


ne thing you should never tell a 
woman: 

“I don’t wanna dance.” 

We're talking instant divorce here. 
We're talking a three-day fight that ‘i | ap. e = - 
ends with tears and broken dishes and _ am Fi | ke “ 
the closing line: “You're no fun any- * . 
more!” 

Take it from me, guys: 

Dance. 

Dance every single time she wants 
to dance. 

Don’t ever refuse to dance. It’s not 
worth it. 

Women are born with a Dancing ™= i ,) 
Gene. When the Dancing Gene starts "Wie. © | 
throwing off happy-foot sparks, the girl ~~ > - 
hasgotta dance. Itdoesn’tmatterwhere All phone-sex girl 
you are. You could be at your sister's course, as revealed in Married People, Single Sex. 





wedding. You could be on the beach at midnight. You Another thing you should never say: 

could be at the Holiday Inn in Elkhorn, Wisconsin. “That’s a stupid dance.” 3 
“But, honey, there’s no band here.” To a woman, there is no such thing as a stupid 
“We'll dance to the Muzak!” dance. In fact, the more stupid the dance looks, the 


They can’t help it. They’ve either got to dance or more she likes it. Country-western Line Dancing, 
else go to Dancers Anonymous. You’re talking to a which was apparently invented for 300-pound Buf- 


drughead. falo Women in plaid shirts and giant hair-dos that 
Another thing you should never say: frizz out like satellite dishes, is not stupid to a 
“We've danced enough.” woman. Scoot your boot, and boogie your butt. 
There is no “enough.” A girl’s dancing has no There are also no age limits to this. They start 


time limit. You can be standing in a club at3:30a.m., when they're three, begging their mamas to put em 
the deejay announces last call, and she’llsay,“Where _ in ballet class, and then they join the drill team, the 


else can we go?” cheerleading squad, and, when they’re older, gangs 
Don’t hesitate. Find the after-hours club and _ of crazed girl dancers who roam up and down places 


continue dancing. like El] Lay’s Sunset Strip and Miami’s South Beach 

a st and Dallas’ Greenville Avenue and New 
York’s Webster Hall, and when theyre 
through with that, they say, “Honey, let’s 
take tango lessons!” 

Listen to me. You've only got one de- 
fense. Just don’t ever bring up the subject. 

Maybe they'll forget they have legs. 

It’s your only shot, you know what I 
mean? 

Speaking of the way people who love 
each other always hate each other, this 
week’s flick is Married People, Single Sex, 
which I realize has been in the video stores 
a long long time now, but I don’t always 
keep up with these drive-in video trends— 
2 I’m not perfect, okay?—and I’m catching 
pee. _f 7 5. 2 Vo, MEP up on a whole new genre for the nineties, 
Josef Pilato is the first guy in history tomakeabreather’ which is flicks that are erotic, but they're 
call and end up in a relationship! not erotic thrillers. People are finally so 
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sick of erotic thrillers that theyre not rentin em 
anymore, unless they have Shannon Tweed in em, or 
maybe Tanya Roberts—or, come to think of it, Traci 
Lords. 

But now the tide is turning, and we’ve got these 
new dealies, the Stare-at-My-Navel-and-Whine-a- 
Lot Dysfunctional Sex Tape. Married People, Single 
Sex is filmed to look like a documentary, and it tells 
the story of three married couples who can’t seem to 
get their sex life together in the nineties. And so they 
go through affairs, and phone sex, and arguments, 
and kinky guys who come to the house in the middle 
of the afternoon, and cocktail parties where everbody 
gets embarrassed, and vacations to the Caribbean, 
and lingerie parties, and topless bars, and, I don’t 
know, after a while you just wanna scream at em: 

Stop thinkin about yourself so goldurn much! 

Join the Kiwanis Club! 

Volunteer at the hospital! 

Find some friends with lives! 

Meanwhile, though, we got some monster sex 
scenes. 

It’s one of those movies where you watch it, 
thinking “Wow! This is great! Great acting, great 
scenes, much better than I thought,” and then when 
it’s over, you go, “Who were those people?” 

And you feel like somebody just ran over you 
with a dumptruck. 

Hey, it’s April, I liked it. 

No dead bodies (unless you count the souls of 
these people). Twenty-four breasts. Multiple 
aardvarking. Cat-mask Fu. Dog-collar Fu. Pick-up 
truck Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nominations for 
Josef Pilato, as the frustrated construction foreman 
who turns to a phone-sex relationship, for saying 
“l’m married to the Frigid Witch of the West”; Chase 
Masterson, as the confused little girl who has to get 
roughed up to enjoy sex, for saying “All you talk 
about is growing old together! I’m not ready to grow 
old!”; Wendi Westbrook, as the cheating wife who 
can’t get her husband to get kinky with her, for 
saying “I want the lust to be there”; Robert Zachar, 
as the shy topless-bar patron who says “If you love 
somebody, you do what’s natural, and that’s enough”; 
Darla Slavens, as the uptight wife who doesn’t want 
sex at all, for saying “I feel like I’m being punished”; 
Teri Thompson, as the girl who learns to love phone 
sex, for saying “I am so sick and tired of being the 
other woman”; Shelley Michelle, as the anything- 
you-want-is-fine-with-me topless dancer; Samuel 
Mongiello, as the handsome womanizer who says 
“You’re so good at being bad”; Bob Rudd, as the can’t- 
live-with-her-can’t-live-without-her husband who 
says “Getting a divorce is the only way we can stay 
friends”; and Mike Sedan, the producer/director, for 
inventing a new way to get totally depressed and 
enjoy it. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Drive-In THEATER 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
Saturdays at 9 p.m. Eastern, 8 Central, 7 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 
Joe Bob appears before, after and between the night’s triple 
feature, with special guests, commentary and sketches. 


SIN SIN SIN 


April 1: Special guest Nick Cassavetes, son of the late 
director John Cassavetes and star of many B movies, usually 
playing a sleazeball, joins Joe Bob to help introduce two of his 
recent efforts. 

Sins of the Night (premiere): Pretty dang good erotic 
thriller starring Nick Cassavetes as a sleazy ex-con who gets 
nookie with every woman in E] Lay, but he gets in a little over 
his head when he gets the hots for high-priced hooker Deborah 
Shelton, the abused wife of gangster Miles O’Keeffe. 
Aardvarkus Extracurriculus occurs approximately every five 
minutes in this flick, as we wonder “Did the bitch do it?” Four 
stars. 

Second feature: Sins of Desire: Strange, confusing little 
erotic thriller about two sex-crazed shyster psychologists, Jay 
Richardson and Delia Sheppard, who run insurance scams 
and molest their patients, with Tanya Roberts as the deter- 
mined nurse trying to find out what happened to her kid sister, 
and Nick Cassavetes as an insurance investigator whose 
partner has been murdered. Two stars. 

Third feature: Posse: Exploitation director Mario Van 
Peebles’ greatest flick, a black western in which he stars as the 
leader of a gang running from crazed U.S. Cavalry officer Billy 
Zane while taking on evil sheriff Richard Jordan in a battle 
for control of a freedmen’s town located in the path of the 
proposed railroad line. This one has everything from the KKK 
to New Orleans whorehouses to black saloon blues singers to a 
(sorta weak) love story involving Sally Richardson, the girl 
Van Peebles left behind years ago. The cast of millions includes 
B-movie stalwarts like Pam Grier, Isaac Hayes, Tiny Lister, 
Nipsey Russell, Paul Bartel, Mario’s father Melvin Van 
Peebles, and the great Woody Strode. Four stars. 


HoRRIBLE, HORRIFYING 
& PuRE-DEE HORROR 


April 8: Eleven Days Eleven Nights 2: The most unlikely 
sequel of the last 30 years has Kristine Rose returning to New 
Orleans as a best-selling author who rose to fame in the first 
movie by sleeping with halfthe men on the planet. This time she 
limits her conquests to one Old South family. She is named 
executrix of a will, charged with investigating the moral char- 
acter of all the possible heirs. After they all sleep with her, she 
declares them unfit, but cuts a deal with them anyway. This 
lame, confusing effort by Italian exploitation king Joe D’Amato 
demonstrates that the old master may be getting a little senile. 
Zero stars. 

Second feature: Wild Cactus: Nasty little erotic thriller 
starring Gary Hudson as a cold-blooded killer who comes out 
of prison with revenge on his mind and goes after his abused 
wife, Kathy Shower, who has found a new life selling pet 
bunnies at a trailer park in the desert. On the way Hudson 
hooks up with bisexual bad girl Michelle Moffett, and the two 
of them sexually torment the wholesome Kathy, then go after 
Goody Two Shoes couple David Naughton and India Allen. 
Three stars. 

Third feature: The Dark Half: George Romero’s power- 
ful version of Stephen King’s novel has Timothy Hutton as 
a Maine writer who creates a powerfully evil alter ego whose 
books sell better than his more “normal” work. When a black- 
mailer threatens to expose him, Hutton kills offthe pseudonym, 
only to see it re-emerge as a serial-killing part of his soul that 
can’t be controlled. With Michael Rooker as the local sheriff 
and Julie Harris as Hutton’s advisor on the occult. Four stars. 


it’s traditional for 
us to say something 
incredibly quotable 
about it so that 
Craig can continue 
to put a Joe Bob 


t’s time for the 
latest new im- 
proved edition of 
The Bare Facts 
Video Guide, Craig 
Hosoda’s genius 





reference work that quote on the cover 
he painstakingly every year. (We get 
puts together from wherein we Report from the no money for this. 


his home in Santa We just like the 
Clara, California, GWOeRgGROUNO, the counter-culture, euy \ The iatest 


where he sits in €he out-of-—€he-mainstream, ano the (fifth) edition is a 
front of the VCR, Loonie Fringe OF publishing, music, humongous 960 


night after night, - . pages, featuring 
remote in hand, re- MOVIES, COMIC books, ano other 2,500 actresses, 


cording exactly places where misfits Owell. 1,050 actors, and 
when and where 2,700 films. Each 
actors and actresses get nekkid on video. It’s the’ entry lists the actor’s credits, their nude scenes, a 
most useful film book of the last twenty years, and _ star pone: for the nude scene, and the exact time it 

% ™ occurs on the video. As the fame of the 
guide spreads like wildfire, Craig has 
become a celebrity and a target. Last 
November two Secret Service agents 
showed up at his door. It seems that 
Francisco Martin Duran, the guy who 
shot at the White House last October 29, 
had a copy of The Bare Facts Video Guide 
in the back of his truck. These two crack 
Secret Service agents thought it was some 
kind of swinger’s directory that might 
give insight into Duran’s character. They 
also wanted to know how Duran got his © 
copy of the book and if Hosoda sold any 
other products. Craig answered their ques- 
tions and sent them away with two 
autographed copies of the guide. Among 
additions to this year’s guide are Paula 
Barbieri, O.J.’s girlfriend, who joins two 
other women linked to O.J., Tawny 
Kitaen and Jennifer Peace. (Paula’s 
movie is Red Shoe Diaries: Double or 
Nothing [1993], while Jennifer, who pre- 
viously worked in adult films, can be seen 
in Housewife From Hell, Secret Games 2: 
The Escort, and Sexual Outlaws [all 
1993].) Tonya Harding, of course, makes 
her first appearance in the guide, and 
Craig’s “Ultimate Buffie” award goes to 
Deborah Shelton, whose scenes in Sins 
of the Night get a perfect three stars. This 
classic reference work, beloved by bar- 
tenders everywhere, is available in book- 
stores, but we still recommend ordering it 
directly from Craig (he gets more money 


- _ , * that way). Send $17.95, plus $3 shipping, 
According to bare-breast expert Craig Hosoda, Toni fe Fee Rare Facts P.O Box 3955 Santa 
Naples has popped her top three times—in The Turn-On Cl SS Z 
(1989), Final Judgement (1992), and as seen here in ara, CA 95055-3255. 

Dinosaur Island (1993). Only her first exposure merited e 
the coveted three-star rating. You know those annoying homemade 
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Racer Mark Martin gives us his best beefcake pose as “Mr. September” in the “Superstars of 


NASCAR” 1995 calendar. (Intratec it is not.) 
family this-is-what-we-did-last-year newsletters you 
find lurking in Christmas cards with increasing 
frequency every year? Glen Burnieland is sort of like 
one of those newsletters, only better. Way better. 
Published quarterly by Chuck Jones, it chronicles 
the ongoing true misadventures of happy-go- 
(un)lucky Mr. Chuck and his friends and family (any 
resemblance to Mr. Chuck by the writer/publisher is 
purely intentional). The trip through Glen 
Burnieland is filled with puns and one-liners, but 
since the newsletter is based on Jones’ real life, it is 
not without an element of seriousness, such as when 
we discover Mr. Chuck has a malignant tumor in his 
leg. Even so, it remains unswervingly upbeat. (As of 
the last publication of GBL, Jones was scheduled to 
start chemotherapy.) Subscriptions to this 16-pager 
cost $10, samples are free. Write: Chuck Jones, 9195- 
H Hitching Post Lane, Laurel, MD 20723. 
€ 

There they go again. Environmentalist do- 
gooders are out there raising a ruckus, transplant- 
ing a coupla carnivorous Canadian wolves into un- 
suspecting Yellowstone Park. Leading the pack in 
the campaign to repopulate the park with said spe- 
cies is Grizzly Adams wannabe Interior Secretary 
Bruce “White Fang” Babbit. Echoing the senti- 
ment of area ranchers who have a less-than-enthu- 
siastic attitude toward the impending wolf fiasco, 
Ron W. Marr, editor/publisher/janitor of The Fan 
Mountain Almanac & Trout Wrapper, summarizes 
Babbit’s grasp on the situation: “I doubt Brucie 


would know a wolf from a Toyota if it honked and bit 
him in the rear.” Published every Wednesday “ex- 
cept for one week at Christmas, two or three weeks 
sometime around mid-March, if the snow’s too deep, 
whenever the editor falls apart, or we just don’t feel 
up to snuff,” The Trout Wrapper lightheartedly fea- 
tures the doings of Ennis County, Montana, includ- 
ing school news, upcoming events, even tongue-in- 
cheek weather reports and horoscopes, but also 
boasts regular columns like “Commando Housewife” 
(by The Trout Wrapper’s Foreign Correspondent & 
Corporate Consultant in Matters of Female Thought) 
and heart-tugging musings by David T. “Seldom 
Seen” Hays. Subscriptions are $30, payable to: The 
Trout Wrapper, P.O. Box 880, Ennis, MT 59729. 
€ 

For the past few years, our buddy Graham 
Niven, who runs the G&N Gun Shop in Raeford, 
North Carolina, has kept us supplied with the cov- 
eted “guns ’n’ buns” Intratec Firearms calendar, 
featuring knockout bikini babes fingering lethal 
automatic weapons. It has become the most-requested 
item from the “Free Junk” stockpile, and we are 
grieved to announce that Graham could not get his 
mitts on anything from Intratec this year. However, 
he did come through by using his auto racing connec- 
tions to outfit us with a bunch of snazzy “Superstars 
of NASCAR’ calendars, complete with racing sched- 
ules, driver birthdays and track facts. Get one from 
us while they last, or write: Competitive Motorsports, 
P.O. Box 1049, Mooresville, NC 28115. 


Reviews by the Action Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


S NIPER 


“Suspenseful” “taut” “unusual” 
“bonding story” starring the “awe- 
some” Tom Berenger, “the quintes- 
sential stone-faced grunt,” as a “gung- 
ho” Marine sniper in Panama forced 
to team up with “whiny Washington 
Yuppie target shooter” Billy Zane, 
a “wet-behind-the-ears” “spook” 
who’s only sniping to advance his 
career. Their assignment: assassi- 
nate a local rebel leader running for 
President, and then travel into “the 
heart of darkness” and kill a Colom- 
bian drug lord at his jungle hideout. 
“This is a Vietnam movie that got 
sent to Panama, because it’s getting 
too late to make any more Vietnam 
movies. Appealing in the same way 
as the old Combat series. After watch- 
ing it, you run out in the yard to play 
‘Army so you can root around on 
your belly and use the silent hand 
communication signals and jungle 
slangjust likein the movie.” “It should 
inspire lots of cheap imitators star- 
ring Jan Michael Vincent.” “Director 
Luis Llosa uses a ‘bullet-vision’ ef- 
fect, where you are put in the place of 
the bullet. It’s kind of cool, but 
overplayed after a while.” “The bul- 
lets-in-flight effects are unique and 
maniacally captivating.” Berenger 
has the best line: “Ain’t no room for Peter Pan on this hunt.” 
Twenty-three dead bodies. Finger-garroting. Eye-gouging. Knife 
through the foot. Knife through the throat. Gratuitous priest 
mutilation. Cast: J.T. Walsh (Chester Van Damme), Aden 
Young (Coproral Papich), Ken Radley (E] Cirujano). Writers: 
Michael Frost Beckner, Crash Leyland (“predictable but 
enjoyable,” “minimal story,” “idiot dialogue”). [TriStar/Colum- 
bia-TriStar. 1993.] Overall rating: 89. 


ALIVE 


“Superb” “extremely realistic” but “depressing” true story of 
a plane carrying the Uruguayan rugby team that crashed in the 
Andes in 1972, with the “miraculous” survival of some passengers 
helped along by cannibalism. “The survivors chow down on their 
dead buddies and weather sub-zero temperatures for over two 
months until two of them hike out of the mountains for help.” The 
“strong ensemble cast” features the “wonderful” “fine” Vincent 
Spano as the team captain who “eventually wigs out under 
pressure,” the “very good” Josh Hamilton as a “crazy” med 
student, Ethan Hawke as a “take-charge no-bullshit” guy who 
is the first to mention cannibalism, and the “pretty convincing” 
Bruce Ramsay as the “resident spiritual advisor.” “A remake of 
the 1977 Mexican film Survive! Quality work, but why rehash this 
story? You know they crashed and ate the dead to survive. Period. 
Enough written and filmed already about this grisly affair.” “Not 
an easy one to watch. Sitting through the first cannibalism scene 
had me squirming (and I’ve seen just about everything).” “The 
only reason this movie was made was to show the cannibalism.” 
“The actual crash is wonderfully done.” “Fantastic plane crash 
sequence.” “It’s kind of fun to watch Catholics eating each other. 
They can light cigarettes, but they can’t cook their meat? It looks 
like pulled pork.” “This film caused a stir at the Vermont Drive- 





This particular emotion occurs in about 0.0000001 
per cent of the excellent but depressing true story 
of cannibalism in the Andes, Alive. 


In in L.A. when it was shown ona 
double bill with Silence of the 
Lambs. It got very good reviews 
from the actual crash survivors.” 
Ramsay has the best line: “Will you 
promise, if you eat me, that you will 
clean your plates?” Twenty-nine 
dead bodies. Metal post in the gut. 
Leg-crushing. One explosion. Cast: 
John Malkovich (“good” as an 
older team member who narrates), 
Michael de Lorenzo (“standout” 
as Rafael Cano), Sam Behrens 
(Javice Metloch), David Kriegel 
(Gustavo Zerbito), Kevin 
Breznahan (Roy Harley), Jake 
Carpenter (Alberto Antutal), 
Illeana Douglas (Lilliana 
Metloch), Ele Keats (Susana 
Parrado), Christian Meoli 
(Frederico Arcada). Writer: John 
Patrick Shanley (“excellent”), 
from the novel by Piers Paul Read. 
Director: Frank Marshall (“in- 
tense without being melodramatic,” 
“fantastic”). [Touchstone. 1993.] 
Overall rating: 87. 


[PRIVATE WARS 


“Entertaining” “oft-told tale” 
of vigilantes-to-the-rescue. When 
a neighbor is terrorized, the “bliss- 
ful residents” of the Jackson 
Heights ghetto band together and hire a detective-on-the-bottle, 
“frail-looking” “slightly crazed” Stephen Railsback, to reclaim 
the streets. Railsback and his buddy, “standout” Dan Tullis Jr. 
(“built like an NFL linebacker”), proceed to “kick butt” so that an 
L.A. tycoon—Stuart Whitman, who “has never been worse”— 
won't be able to take over the run-down neighborhood by sending 
in his goons to “beat up the garbageman and burn the mail truck.” 
“Sort of like The Magnificent Seven meets Death Wish III.” “So 
many cool twists on the standard genre that it’s head and 
shoulders above most tapes.” “Kind of Death Wish crossed with 
The Rockford Files and a touch of Monty Python thrown in.” 
“Down-and-out hired gun comes to the rescue of townspeople 
besieged by ruthless banditos. How many times have we seen this 
story before?” “There’s a classic moment when the community is 
interviewing vigilantes. It’s indescribably funny. The parade of 
human debris they trot through will have you rolling on the floor.” 
“This flick must set a record for montage sequences. There’s the 
‘rampant crime’ montage, the ‘auditioning mercenaries’ mon- 
tage, and the ‘cleaning up the ’hood’ montage. These guys watch 
too much MTV.” “The constantly drunk Railsback elevates puk- 
ing to a martial art.” “Excellent vehicle chase and explosion 
stunts.” Tullis has the best line: “Attention, K-Mart shoppers! 
Blue-light special on body bags!” Seventeen dead bodies. One 
motor vehicle chase, with exploding flying van. Strangulation. 
Human fireball. Yuppie tossing. Forced chili-pepper eating. Eight 
explosions. Gratuitous dwarf Rambo. Multiple Kung Fu, with 
majorette-style samurai sword twirling. Cast: Michael Cham- 
pion (“goes from dud to stud” as “nerdy” crooked “Dobie Gillis 
lookalike” Chief Carpenter), Holly Floria (“forgets to emote,” 
“about as exciting as a 25-cent vibrating bed in a boning motel” as 
“sirlfriend-to-be” Ronnie Gilmore), James Lew (Obata), Michael 
DeLano (Mr. Mendoza), Albert Garcia (Ferret). Writers: Ken 
Lamplugh, John Weidner (“wonderfully sick,” “snappy satiri- 





cal dialogue”). Director: Weidner (“fair”). [PM. 1993.] Overall 
rating: 84. 


RAME UP 





“Forgettable” “unoriginal” “cop investigation” starring Wings 
Hauser as a sheriff who takes on a whole town as he tries to find 
out why some teenagers framed an innocent pass- 
erby for the murder of a pledge during a fraternity 
initiation rite. The accused man, “unimpressive” 
“whining salesman” Robert Picardo, goes on the 
lam because he’s wanted as a former sixties radical 
and bomb builder for the Weathermen, but the 
mountain cabin he hides out in is already occupied 
by two escaped convicts. Behind the coverup of the 
realcrimeis the “suitably despicable” Dick Sargent, 
“most excellent” as a real estate developer and 
father of “annoying spoiled-rotten pretty boy rich 
kid” Tom Hodges, who is “just too convincing.” 
“Blah.” “Way, way, way too much plot here, a lot of 
which dependson people making really poor choices. 
The frat hazing on which the whole flick hinges is 
extremely cliche and absolutely unrealistic.” 
“Strange rip-off of Of Mice and Men characters.” “A 
knee-slapper: the ‘dead’ son blinks his eyes several 
times onscreen.” “Hauser is better as a sleazebag.” 
Sargent has the best line: “Why couldn’t you all be 
content getting drunk and chasing pussy like I used 
to?” Four dead bodies. Two breasts. Lizard eating. 
Fingers in the wall socket. Tar and feathering. 
Cast: Frances Fisher (“gutsy and realistic,” “nice 
talents, but never loses that deer-caught-in-the-headlights look,” 
“gets lost somewhere between answering the phone and showing 
her breasts” as Hauser’s helper, police dispatcher Jo Westlake), 
Heather Fairfield (“impressive” but “talks in a monotone” as 
“lady cop and love interest” Lee Ann Hadley), Jeff McKay 
(“capable of much more range” as Deputy Bob Sprague), Bobby 
Di Cicco (“standout” as “slimy” Mick J. August), Kris Kamm 
(Jack Marsh), Adam Biesk (David Farmer), Rich Stanley 
(Fred Jenks), Roger Hewlett (Merlin Wells), Ben Reed (Rick 
McDonald), John Moskoff (Paul Thompson), Robert 
Cornthwaite (Earl Cott), Joseph E. Medalis (Bill Marsh). 
Writer: Reuben Leder (“decent,” “television quality”). Pro- 
ducer/Director: Paul Leder (“okay”). [Cobra Entertainment/ 
Republic. 1990/91.] Overall rating: 81. 


ILD CARD 





“Weak” “slow” “tedious” “murder mystery” starring “solid” 
“powerful” Powers Boothe as a gambling Green Beret ex- 
preacher in Farewell, Texas, 
called on by “unusually bland” 
“whiskey-swilling” priest Rene 
Auberjonois to investigate a 
helicopter crash and infiltrate 
the local poker club. Helping him 
are the dead pilot’s sister, Cindy 
Pickett (“Crisco bottom in tight 
jeans”), and “bootlegging 
redneck computer jockey” M. 
Emmet Walsh, “always good” 
but “wasted” in a “pointless” role. 
The “twist” ending is not all that 
surprising. “Ho-hum.” “Looks 
likea TV movie.” “The first time 
since Mannix was cancelled that 
anyone’s been knocked uncon- 
scious with a karate chop to the 
back of the neck.” “Limestone 


System 


94-89 Classic 
88-84 Excellent 
83-80 Decent 

79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


Don), Terry O’Quinn (“standout” as “greedy” wheelchair-bound 





Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


Action Records 


Highest rating: 93 (Ricochet, 1991; 
Deep Cover, 1992; Under Seige, 1992). 


drive-in classic Yellowbeard.” Boothe has the best line: “I believe 
in God, but we’re not speaking.” Minority opinion: “Boothe is dull 
and uninteresting and dresses like Johnny Cash with an eye 
patch.” Three dead bodies. One helicopter chase. Shovel in the 
back. One explosion. Gratuitous rats. Cast: Michael Shaner 
(“thinks he’s a stud, acts like a dud” as the “worthless” Bobby 












John Coleman (left) is put to sleep by his own lines in the lame spy flick 
President’s Target, with Martin Kove standing by to emote in his place. 


J.J. Barlow), Diane Delano (“excellently typecast” as the butch/ 
lesbo Mac), John Lacy (“good” as “psychotic deputy” Vollie), Don 
Hood (Frank), Kamala Lopez (Lucinda), Bert Remsen (Doc 
Woodbury), Jake Jacobs (Deke Pemberton), Royce D. 
Applegate (Hopkins), Anthony Schmidt (Wally), Karen 
Machon (Helen). Writer: Scobie Richardson (“weak and far- 
fetched”), from the book Preacher by Ted Thackrey, Jr. [MTE/ 
MCA-Universal. 1992/93.] Overall rating: 79. 


HE OUTFIT 





“Extremely violent” “mildly diverting” “glorified” 1930’s 
gangster dramastarring the “cardboard” John Christian (“zero 
excitement”) as an undercover cop who infiltrates the mob of Le gs 
Diamond, played by Josh Mosby, and finds himself in the middle 
of a gang war. Among the “Method-style gangsters” are the 
“outstanding” Lance Henriksen, “screaming every scene” with 
a“schizo Irish accent” as “tommy-gun-toting” Dutch Schultz, and 
Billy Drago with “a good psycho edge” as Lucky Luciano. 
Everyone dies in the end, but “nothing is resolved.” 
“Wandering, pointless, absurd, asinine.” “This is about 
as authentic as the Star Trek episode where Kirk and 
Spock go to the planet of Al Capone worshippers.” 
“Another entry in the Prohibition-era rewrite that 
Hollywood is attempting. Beautifully made, well 
acted, with lots of blood, and not even close to the 
truth.” “Professionally done, but no point to it—just 
non-stop violence.” “Unlike The A Team, people 
actually get shot and die from machine-gun fire in 
this movie.” “Some excellent production values are 
torpedoed by gaffes like a mobster firing a modern 
SKS Type 56 7.62x39 rifle with a 30-round plastic 
clip. Gimme a break.” “Christian’s performance makes 
you wonder: Where is Robert Ginty when you need 
him?” “Small-town sheriffs in upstate New York do 
not have Southern accents. Black railyard hobos in 
the thirties probably didn’t talk like Harvard gradu- 
ates.” Henriksen has the best line: “It’s better to be 


caves and oil wells do not co- 
exist.” “Producer/director Mel 
Damski also brought us the 


Lowest rating: 64 
(Miami Beach Cops, 1993). 


pissed offthan pissed on.” Fifty-nine dead bodies. Six 
breasts. Two motor vehicle chases. Twenty-one ex- 
plosions. Multiple aardvarking. Multiple Kung Fu. 


Cast: Martin Kove (“boring zombie,” “uncomfortable” as Agent 
Baker, an “FBI pencil-pusher with slicked-down hair and wire- 
rim glasses”), Allen Gilmore (Washburn, the black bum), J ulie 
Lynch (Kiki, the babe girlfriend), Rick Washburn. Writers: 
Steven Kaman, J. Christian Ingvordsen, Whitney Ransick. 
Director: Ingvordsen (“good,” “excellent”). [Shapiro Glickenhaus/ 
MCA-Universal. 1993.] Overall rating: 77. 


(['HE LAST RIDERS 


“Piece of junk” starring Erik Estrada as an ex-biker set up 
by the police, causing his former gang buddies to murder his new 
wife and child. Estrada “gets scruffy and starts kicking some 
biker butt,” but everything “ends abruptly, with no climax or 
resolution.” “It’s supposed to be a motorcycle movie, but hardly 
anybody ever rides a motorcycle.” “You don’t watch this video, 
youendure it.” “Part of the film is an advertisement for the Dunes 


Hotel in Vegas. (Couldn’t save it from bankruptcy!)” “In one 


scene, the biker gang 
is driving away, and 
if you look real hard, 
one of the motor- 
cycles is a Honda! I 
kid you not.” “Gra- 
tuitous all-girl bar 
band playing gratu- 
itous loathesome 
music.” Minority 
opinion: “Entertain- 
ing and _ worth 
watching. Estradais 
great, doing all the 
bad things he 
couldn’t do in 
CHIPS.” Eighteen 
dead bodies. One : 
breast. Two explo- Crack City. 

sions. Flaming cops. Hand-crushing. Skull-cracking. Two fight 
sequences. Cast: William Smith (“sounds like he’s doing a bad 
Wolfman Jack imitation,” “almost unintelligible” as Hammer, 
Estrada’s boss), Mindy Martin (“disgustingly cutesy Holly- 
wood-type kid actress” as Sammi, the stepdaughter), Mimi 
Lesseos (“pretty good” as a drug dealer babe and “T-back slut” 
wrestler, Feather), Angelo Tiffe (“unconvincing” as Rico, leader 
of the Slaver gang), Felicia Mercado (“good” as “pretty blonde 
bartender” Mitzi), Armando Sylvester (Davis), Kathrin 
Lautner (Arma), Gary Groomes (Larkin). Writers: Joseph 
Merhi, Addison Randall, Ray Garmon (“bad”), from astory by 
Garmon (“stupid”). Director: Merhi (“flat”). [PM. 1990/91.] Over- 
all rating: 74. 


[PRESIDENT’S TARGET 






“Stupefying” “complicated” “worthless” thriller starring 
“wooden” “Home Depot stud” John Coleman as a “fish-out-of- 
water” CIA agent caught in a plot to overthrow a Central 
American government, while “living his life in third-person 
flashbacks.” It’s the old somebody-is-setting-me-up-and-I-have- 
to-find-out-who-it-is plot, with Coleman hiding out with a “grizzled 
old fisherman,” the “excellent” Luis Santos, then uncovering a 
plot by “renegade Oliver North types” to replace the government 
with Medellin drug lords, leading to a “good guys prevail” ending. 
“Duh.” “Everything that you’d expect to happen in this flick 
occurs about three times later than expected.” “Way, way too 
many flashbacks. At the beginning, Coleman has flashbacks 


Businessmen give free negotiating seminars in Homeboyz IT: 


about basic training and Nam. By the end he’s flashing back to 
stuff that happened only 15 minutes before.” “How many times 
can these actors look directly into the camera? A scene in a strip 
bar without any nekkid breasts?” “Probably the worst sound and 
dubbing in recent history.” Forty dead bodies. One breast. Seven 
explosions. Knife in the back. Strangulation. Ninja driving a 
bulldozer. Cast: Martin Kove (“standout” as double-crossing 
agent Sam), Bo Hopkins (“watchable” as bad guy mercenary Col. 
Marty Rogers), Antonio Banha (“subpar” as Mendoza), Brigitte 
Audrey (“closest thing to acting in this movie,” “feeble” as 
Consuela), Rogerio Claro (Col. Ortega). Producer/Writer/Di- 
rector: Yvan Chiffre (“falters,” “shame on you,” “horrid dia- 
logue”). [Hemdale. 1993.] Overall rating: 72. 


Homes OYZ II: CRACK CITY 


“Muddled, disjointed” “sleazy” “amateurish” “message film” 
about a photographer in Harlem, the “forced” Brian Paul Stuart, 

— who deals coke with his cousin, the 
“pretty good” “goofy-gun-loving” cow- 
ardly mohawk-head McKinley Win- 
ston. Stuart’s mother figure, the “heavy- 
handed” gospel-singing shotgun-toting 
school-teaching Yvonne Kersey, gets 
kicked out of her apartment by a drug 
supplier the cousins work for, and even- 
tually she gets killed by him. So Stuart 
takes his revenge, using a feared God- 
father of the Spanish Mafia who goes to 
war against a corrupt city commis- 
sioner—“G. Gordon Liddy lookalike” 
Dan Charlton—who is trying to rede- 
velop the hood and will stop at nothing 
to evict the poor. There are also “side 
trips into all kinds of New York life, 
including kinko S&M sex parties and 
drug-money rich politicians and busi- 
nessmen,” as well as a Marxist pacifist sidekick. “Another slice- 
of-life in-the-hood flick that doesn’t make a lick of sense. Boring! 
Where the hell is the crack?” “The whole film has a primitive feel 
to it, and it isn’t the good kind of primitive.” “This film is moody, 
overly coincidental, unfocused, confusing, and generally not too 
great.” “Glorification of guns and drugs—my kind of movie.” “The 
box cover artist should get an award for originality: it has nothing 
to do with the film.” Minority opinion: “First-rate job. This has the 
look and feel of an Abel Ferrara flick. A very interesting, enjoy- 
able flick with occasional lapses into the bizarre, like the nerdy 
British S&M standup comic, scenes of homeless people with a 
waltz soundtrack, and climactic broad-daylight white guy with ax 
chasing two blacks through Harlem.” The best line: “Excuse me, 
sir, would you care for another cocktail? Michelob, Michelob 
Light, Heineken? Quinine enema, pleasure balls, nipple clamps, 
C-clamps, handcuffs, phallic restrictor?” Nine dead bodies. Nine- 
teen breasts. Knife through the foot. Arm-snapping. Gut-stab- 
bing. Pipe in the head. Axe in the head. Kung Fu. Cast: Blas 
Hernandez (“entertaining,” “fine job” as Enrico, “a capitalist 
drug-dealing prophet from Warhol hell”), Quetzal Castro (“kind 
of spooky and cool as Ruben the Indian hit man who’s always 
skulking around whenever something’s going down”), Patrick 
Baker (“bang-up job” as neighborhood gun dealer Bruno), David 
Cain (“should be killed” as bad comic Roderick Culver), William 
Ferrier (“a soul without purpose” as Manny), Peter Witrock 
(lawyer/Spencer). Writer/Director: David Matmor (“competent,” 
“weak writing,” “atrocious direction,” “convoluted story”). [AIP. 
1993.] Overall rating: 72. 


Members of the Action Committee are Steve Hadden, high school student and K-Mart stock boy, Lakeland, Fla; Louis 
Halper, fire protection contractor, Long Beach, Calif.; Lee Kondor, electrical engineer, York, Pa.; Gary Murray, food server/ 
comic/writer, Dallas; Graham Niven, gun dealer/photojournalist, Raeford, N.C.; Dennis Nivens, physicist, Hermosa Beach, 
Calif.; Greg Olson, “computer nerd” for Sun Microsystems, Palo Alto, Calif.; Stan Tims, marketing manager for a computer 
company, Austin, Tex.; and Dr. Todd A. Wyatt, pathologist, Nashville. : 
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Trigger’s gettin nervous... 


Cut the Pastel Cowboy Crap 


(S a rope, I found the guy. 
George Balanchine. 


This is the guy who ruined the modern cowboy 
for all time. 

I never knew it was him. Then, a couple weeks 
ago, | was at the New York City Ballet, and they were 
doing this old Balanchine standard from 1954 called 
Western Symphony, and out they come: 

Gay guys in felt cowboy hats and 
chartreuse bandanas, walkin on their 
heels with their thumbs hooked on 
their belts. 

Now. This has bugged me for a 
long time. I’m from Texas. I’ve seen 
cowboys. None of em walk on their 
heels, flippin their butts out with the 
hats stuck as far back on their heads 
as possible, while sporting rhinestone 
vests, pastel scarves, and pink bib 
shirts. (Well, at least none of em did 
before Garth Brooks, but that’s a 
whole different story.) 

But for years I’ve watched these 
weenie dancin cowboys. They’re ev- 
erywhere. They’re in movies. They’re 
on the stage. They’re in every theme 
park western show ever invented. 
Guys in chaps and boots dancin like sissies. 

I’ve blamed a lot of different people over the 
years. First I thought it was Tommy Tune, who had 
all those dancin football players from Texas A&M in 
Best Little Whorehouse in Texas. Remember those 
guys? The ones who cavort around the locker room, 
leaping off benches with their knees tucked together 
just so? The ones with the baby blue boots? 

Tommy liked this idea so much that he used it 
again in Will Rogers Follies. Only this time he had 
the cowboys wear chaps that had the butt cut out. He 
had cowboys flashin their nekkid hineys at the 


Victory Over Communism! 


The Trail Drive-In, on Lake Worth Road in 
Lake Worth, Florida, is hanging in there after 
twenty-seven years, and it’s still just two bucks a 
person, thanks to the ownership of Bob McCain 
and a weekend flea market that brings in some 
income for this prime eight-acre parcel. Vicky 
Bowles of Lantana, Clarke Blacker of Lantana, 
Michael and Gretchen Norton of Pekin, Illinois, 
Phil Tortorici of West Palm Beach, and Bill 
Hutchins of West Palm Beach all remind us that, 
with eternal vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 


audience. 

Please. Tommy. How long since you been in 
Texas? Shoot, Tommy’s from Texas. I can’t believe he 
did this. I mean, I realize they were Oklahoma 
cowboys, but still. 

Then I saw that movie Seven Brides For Seven 
Brothers, the weird one from MGM, in wide-screen 
technicolor, where these yokels go out to Oregon and 





decide to kidnap all the women in town and take em 
home as their wives. The number everbody remem- 
bers has the wranglers dressed up in color-coordi- 
nated cowboy outfits, leaping off barrels and picnic 
tables, turning somersaults while their mauve bolo 
ties flutter in the breeze. The show-stopper is Russ 
Tamblyn’s full standing back flip onto a two-by-four. 

So I saw this and I thought, “Aha! Tommy Tune 
saw this movie! It wasn’t the Houston boy after all, 
it was goldurned MGM!” 

And then I saw the George Balanchine ballet. 

The Russians did it to us. 

The Russians, in the middle of the Cold War, 
infiltrated our culture with Sissified Dancing Weenie 
Leotard-Wearin Cowboys. There’s a whole slew of 
em, too. He dressed up every male dancer in the 
company this way. 

Listen up, choreographers far and wide. 

This stuff never works. 

Every time you see this, everbody in the audi- 
ence goes, “Do you believe they’re doing this?” 

Stop hookin your thumbs in your belt loops. Lose 
the French cuffs on the bib shirts. Toss the bandana. 
Get rid of the little under-the-chin string on the hat. 

Please. Have a little mercy. 

I don’t wanna have to tell you again. 
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Smokers Fight for Their Rights 


A Place to Puff in Peace 


he Anti-Smoking Nazis are trying to gang- 

tackle me again, ever since I said the 
proposed New York City no-smoking law was 
downright un-American. 

I didn’t say you people don’t have a right to 
a no-smokin area. 

I just said that a restaurant owner oughta 
have a right to run a smoking restaurant. 
Require him to put a big ole sign up on the 
front of it: We all smoke like chimneys inside 
here! And then, if you don’t like smoke, don’t go 
in there. 

There’s a thousand other reasons you might 
not like a restaurant. You might think the 
waiters are rude. If you do, then you don’t go 
in there. If you think the fish tastes salty, then 
you don’t go in there. If you think the chairs 
are uncomfortable, then you sit your hiney 
down somewhere else. 

So why shouldn’t it be the same for smok- 
ing? 

The restaurant owner makes a choice. He 
either wants smokers or non-smokers. And it’s 
his choice because it’s his restaurant. 

One of my favorite hangouts, the Cigar 
Bar in Manhattan, is wholly dedicated to smokers. 
They sell twenty-five-buck Cohibas and eighteen- 
dollar Dunhills in there, along with Cognacs and 
Armagnacs that taste good with cigars. And non- 
smokers just kinda naturally get the message. If 
they open the door to the place, three tons of smoke 
is gonna waft out onto First Avenue. A light-bulb 
goes on in their head: not my kinda place. 

A guy in Aspen wrote me a self-righteous letter 
saying I should never expect to smoke indoors, be- 
cause it’s unfair to “the 77 per cent of our population 


Free Junk 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free junk for the 
rest of your life. 

Cassette Tapes & CD’s 

“If I Lose” from White Men Can’t Jump; Hollywood 
Chainsaw Hookers and other film scores by Michael Perilstein; 
Flies by Jackie Martling; Holy Smokee! by Jackie Martling. 

Videos 

Skinny Puppy’s “Spasmolytic” and “Kata”; Sky Heist; 
Sliver with Sharon Stone; Small Kill; Small White House; 
Snake Eater II with Lorenzo Lamas; Snake Eater III with 
Lorenzo Lamas; Sniper starring Tom Berenger; Soft Bodies. 





that does not smoke.” 

Okay, I’ll accept your figures. On behalf of the 23 
per cent who do, I'd like to say this is a minority- 
rights issue. You people are trying to stamp us out. 
It’s not working. We’ve heard about lung cancer. 
We’ve heard about heart disease. Some of us don’t 
care because we have a long family history of chain- 
smokers who didn’t get either one. 

If 77 per cent of the people are non-smokers, then 
it stands to reason that 77 per cent of the restaurant 
owners will choose to run non-smoking restaurants. 

Give us our goldurn 23 per cent. 

Since I don’t smoke cigarettes, there’s virtually 
no place I can smoke except for a tobacco club or a 
hotel bar. (The more expensive the hotel, the friend- 
lier they are toward cigars. ) 

So lemme put it this way. 

There are already plenty of places where we 
smokers aren’ allowed. 

We'd just like our share of places where non- 
smokers aren’t allowed. 

Smoking is not a crime. 

I’m surprised I have to say this in America, but 
Pll repeat it: 

Smoking is not a crime. 

Give us our goldurn 23 per cent. 

Sorry, but these people are making me turn 
nasty lately. 
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Dear Joe Bob: 

Shame on you for 
resisting your instinct 
to answer R.L. Jeffries 
with a smart-ass reply 
to his/her moralistic, 
anti-satire “Hell, yes, 
the average person is 
stupid” letter. You 
should’ve let Jeffries 
have it with both bar- 
rels. 

First off, by claiming the average person is 
stupid, Jeffries implies that he/she is above aver- 
age—a highly questionable proposition. 

R.A. “Tex” Sullivan 
Indianapolis, Ind. 





rs 
S 
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Dear Tex: 
Sometimes I get tired of pointing out the obvious. 
You would think, after 220 years of democracy, 
we could all agree to quit trying to tell one another 
what to write, think or say. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Did you know that at the current rate of prison 
population expansion, by the year 2050, half of the 
people in the United States will be in prison? What 
will the other half be doing? Guarding them? Which 
brings me to my new calling in life. I decided with the 
current expansionist policies of our “police-state” 
society, I can get an SBA-backed loan upon my 
release, and open up a school. Following is a list of 
the curriculum I plan to offer: 

Stewart College of Applied Prison Sciences 

Intro To Prison Lifestyles 101: This will be an 
introductory course in terminology, attempting to 
integrate the student into the prison lifestyle, in- 
cluding the proper colors to wear when on the “yard,” 
how to show respect to big people, and how not to 
speak about other convicts’ mothers. 

Electronics 110: This willbe arudimentary course 
in basic prison-necessitated electronics. Upon comple- 
tion of this course, the student will have mastered 
how to make a “stinger” for heating water in his cup, 
and how to use the electrical outlets to light a 
cigarette with nothing more than a pencil. 

Plastic Shop 101: This course will teach basic 
survival skills to the potential prisoner, such as how 
to make a “shank” from melted plastic spoons and 
tape, or from any discarded cellophane wrappers. 

Cardboard Shop 101: A “hobby”-type course 
teaching the student how to make fancy shelves and 
cabinets with cardboard cut from boxes and shipping 
containers. 

Art Appreciation 101: An introductory course in 
Tattoo Art, using photographs, drawings and “Live 
Prisoners” as models, whereby the student can hope 
to learn a “hustle” when incarcerated, or at least 
appreciate good tats from bad ones. 


ADVIC 


to the Hopeless 


Assertiveness Train- 
ing 201: This course is a 
“must.” The student will 
learn facial expressions 
and words to make him 
look and seem tough and 
ugly, in order to incite 
fear and _ loathing 
amongst his peers. This 
course is mandatory. If 
you fail this course, you 
must then enroll in Post 





Modern Prison Punk 069. 

Post Modern Prison Punk 069 (tentative only): 
As of this date, I haven’t found anyone qualified to 
teach this course—or at least no one to admit it. 

In the future, we plan to attain proper accredita- 
tion through the Department of Education, qualify- 
ing potential applicants for Pell Grants and Feder- 
ally Insured Student Loans. 

Gordon T. Stewart, #D-97874 
Calipatria, Calif. 
Dear Gordon: 

You forgot the most important course of all: 

Post-Incarceration Resume Writing: How to con- 
vince your peers and, more important, your parole 
officer, that you never did anything in the first place. 


Like, Dear Joe Bob, 

You ask for it, you get it. After many sweaty 
hours of field work, here is a compiled, concise list of 
contemporary Danish slang. It turned out not to be 
easy, for the reason that most Danish conversations 
seem to be about either the state of the national 
soccer team (sometimes great, usually lousy), or the 
I.Q. of Brigitte Nielsen as compared to that of the 
leader of the Labour Party. (A difficult comparison, 
unlike the one about who has the greatest breasts. 
But then she cheated. She went to high school.) I 
don’t like sports, I’m not interested in politics, I don’t 
watch television, listen to the radio, or read newspa- 
pers, so you see it isn’t easy. (For completeness’ sake, 
I also don’t smoke, drink, or date. . . or date anybody 
known to be a sister of mine.) 

To make many excuses few, I had to invent a 
couple to make it look like a list. ’m not telling which 
ones. 

“Fat Times” (Something you say when getting 
good news or just in a generally good mood. Means, 
like, “Golden Years.”) 

“Respect” (Said in double speed and pitch. A 
quote from a techno-rock heavy-metal tune. Minis- 
try: The mind is a terrible thing to taste.) 

“Don’t throw books when living with illiterates 

“It’s colder in the country in the winter than in 
the city in the summer.” (An old rural saying used to 
confuse small children as a warm-up to school.) 

“You are talking too much compared to how 
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much you are saying.” (Biting retort to people who 
usually don’t understand it.) 

“A tomato as big as a balled-up child’s head.” 

“Keep the city clean; walk a Swede to the ferry.” 
(The Swedes can’t drink alcohol until they are 21. So 
they come to Copenhagen.) 

“Like cacti in the bed.” (About unwanted guests 
and old lovers.) 

“It’s like I’m saying, always have said, and say 
now tearfully .. .” (Girls under 16 shouldn’t look like 
that—or whatever you find sad or noteworthy.) 

Thanks is due to my father, God rest his dear, 
promiscuous soul, for a few of these. 

Still hanging in there, 

Eolake Stobblehouse 

Copenhagen, Denmark 
Dear Eolake: 

My favorite one is “a tomato as big as a balled-up 
child’s head.” That’s really sick. I don’t expect it from 
Denmark. Congratulations. 


Joe Bob— 
Thought I had your great rating system down 
cold; each breast stands on its own as one. 
Now you give Sunset Strip an 85! I’m flummoxed. 
Out here they come in pairs! 
Herb Susmann 
Palo Alto, Calif. 
Dear Herb: 
Are you implying that I would falsify a breast 
count? 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Just a point regarding your recent column: yes, 
youre right that the Bill of Rights are amendments 
to the Constitution, but their purpose is to protect 
rights which we have as free men and women, by 





virtue of birth. The 
government has not 
granted us the right to 
free speech, to self-de- 
fense and to protect 
our rights, to own pri- 
vate property, etc. 
These exist with or 
without the Bill of 
Rights; all the amend- 
ments in question do 
is proclaim that the 
government will pro- 
tect these rights. 

Sure, we can re- 
peal the first ten 
amendments, but it 
doesn’t alter the fact 
these rights are still 
ours, by birth. That, 
after all, is why this 
country started in the 
first place. This is basically the same point you made 
(i.e., that we as free citizens can change government 
if need be), but this point about the Bill of Rights only 
recognizing our already existing rights as opposed to 
granting them should be emphasized as many people 
are confused about it. 

Hoping to continue seeing your column on the 
net! 


Tm; 


John Switzer 
Mountain View, Calif. 
Dear John: 

My only point was that the Bill of Rights weren't 
created by God. They were created by men who said, 
“Well die for these.” As soon as you're not willing to 
die for em, they’re gonna vanish. Dozens of countries 
around the world have proven this. If free speech is 
a birth right, somebody forgot to tell Saddam Hussein. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
According to the British television serial, A 
Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy, the answer to the 
question, “What is the meaning of life?” is exactly 42. 
However, having conducted my own extensive, inde- 
pendent research in this area, I’m convinced the 
answer is closer to 44. What’s your opinion? 
Finally, could you please settle an argument I’m 
having with a dentist friend of mine in San Angelo, 
Texas, Dr. Rick Williams? I mentioned to him that if 
the Alamo had had a back door, Texas wouldn’t be a 
state today. He seems to disagree. Who’s right? | 
Respectfully yours, 
Robert Stevenson, D.D.S. 
Columbus, O. 

Dear Doctor Bob: 

If Cleveland had had a back door, Lake Erie 
would belong to some country that actually wanted 
it. 
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Contest #1 


Lisa Small of Arlington, Virginia: “Joe Bob, 
honey, I once saw a tiny clip from a B movie in the 
early days of cable. It was some sort of vampire movie 
in which people were bitten on the wrist—a gay 
vampire flick?—and part of the theme music was 
‘Disco Beavers from Outer Space.’ Please, Joe Bob, 
please: I want to see this movie again. What’s its 


| Contest #2 


Aaron Humphrey of Edmonton, Alberta: “I’ve 
just been reading over the Hubbie nominees. Sounds 
like some interesting viewing material there. But 
Bikini Drive-In sounds very much like a made-for- 


cable movie I saw a few years back. There couldn’t be 
two movies with the same plot, could there? (Did that 
one have a pair of lawyers who aardvarked on the 
hoods of cars while reciting legalese to each other?)” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the December 26 issue, Crazy Dan Marsh of 


‘Wayne, Michigan, asked about a movie that “ends 


with three nude female skydivers that run into a 
radio or TV station to take over.” 

We received only one correct answer, and he’s 
our winner... 

Anthony Cole of Annapolis, Maryland: “The 


Joe Bob’s Gotcha Covered for Spring! 


At last! The unveiling of Joe Bob’s new and 
improved world famous t-shirt. It’s a white Lee 
brand short-sleeved tee (100 per cent cotton— 
none of that cheapie stuff) with a full-color logo 
and red script lettering which reads: “Joe Bob 
Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Use the 
order form below and remember to specify L, 
XL, or XXL. Only $14.95 plus $3 shipping. 


‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ Mug 


Introducing the second mug in the series. This 15- 
ounce ceramic sipper is black with ‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ 
on the front in bright peach. (Other side says: “Cafe Olay 
used to be something guzzled by French weenies in shabby 
berets who hated American cheeseburgers. Nowit’ssome- 
thing you order with a cheeseburger to make your date 
think you’re not a weenie.” —Joe Bob Briggs) $9.95—plus 
$3 shipping. Original ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ mug now 
available in black with bright green lettering. 





Married People, Single Savings 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Married People, Single Sex’ for only $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
gift) of The Joe Bob Report and get the four-star erotic non- 
thriller Married People, Single Sex for only $10. This faux docu- 
mentary follows the sex lives of three couples who can‘tseem 
to get it together in the nineties. Offer expires August 31, 1995. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Married 
People, Single Sex video—$80 in foreign countries. 


[| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


a Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable fo The Joe Bob Report.) 


Name 
Address 

City 

tas te FS eS 
Check one: MC __ Visa ___ Exp. Date 
Signature 


a 


OOKS 
INDERS 
ACK ISSUES 


Ordering information for any of 
Joe Bob’sfive books, 1990-95 bind- 
ers, or list of back issues available. 





Make checks payable fo The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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film he is looking for is called Cali- 
fornia Girls. The basic idea is that 
a radio station has decided to run 
a contest to find the ultimate Cali- 
fornia Girl, whois supposedly some 
wild, crazy, unrestrained thing. 
So, anyway, these three friends go 
through a series of stunts to try 
and prove just how wacky they 
are, one of which I seem to recall 
involves an elephant in some way. 
But, anyway, it concludes, as he 
said, with the three of them para- 
chuting naked onto the roof of the 
radio station and running inside. 
It has a soundtrack by the Police, 
Queen and so on, as you'd expect 
for a film based around a radio 
station. The director’s next film 
starred Liza Minnelli, which, al- 
though it had a larger budget, 
may well be considered a step 
down.” 


We Don't Have A Winner! 


In the January 9 issue, Will 
Safford of Albany, New York, 
wrote: “I’ve enlisted the help of 
one of my roommates, Jim Nolan, 
who has also seen this movie. We 
saw it on cable. I don’t know which 
service, but it probably wasn’t one 
of the ‘premium’ ones. There were 
three basic groups in the movie. 
We had the basic zombies running 
around the woods, eating people. 
We had the High Priest with his 
army. We had the normal people/ 
scientists/etc. who were just try- 
ing to live. The Head Zombie (or 
Priest) extended his life by suck- 
ing the life force/blood/whatever 
out of virgins/women. The priest 
group wanted the women from the 
normal group as a source for their 
High Priest. There were basic 
thugs running around, driving 
trucks. They also wanted to cap- 
ture a rocket guy, so they could 
conquer the world. The rocket guy 
is a salient point, distinguishing 
this movie from others of its ilk. 
The guy had a helmet and shoul- 
der launchers, with model rockets 
mounted thereto. When I say 
model rockets, I mean these were 


recognizeable kits straight off 
hobby store shelves. He would 
launch them at objects, the mod- 
els would fly through the air, then 
would allegedly blow up whatever 
was aimed at. That’s about what 
we can remember. I’d love to know 
what the movie is, if you and your 
readers can come up with it.” 

For the sixth time in history, 
we received zero correct answers. 
We will still award the video to 
late entries. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 


videos, Joe Bob will give you a free ad 
(up to twenty words—60 cents each 
additional word). No businesses. No deal- 
ers. Just send information to P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 





Dirt Cheap! 
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| Get Yours— | 

| | 

| Place a personal ad or message, | 
sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 

| Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge | 

| to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t | 

| forget your signature and expiration | 
date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 

| 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will | 
appear in approximately three weeks. 

| Display advertising is $75 per inch. 

| 

| 

| 

£ 


60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 


| 
$10 for 15 words | 
| 
price! | 


Joe Bob Briggs 
P.O. Box 2002 
Dallas, FX 75221 


Joe Bob’s 


OE harerer 





Books 


Memories of a Hotel Man. A sexually ex- 
plicit classic from the 1920's, with 44 illus- 
trations. You must bean adult to order. Sev 
$5 and a signed age statement to: Mad Dog 
Productions, P.O. Box 2263, Pasadena, CA 
91102. (Address checks to S.C. Taylor.) 

Trials ‘n’ Tribs ‘94—Tonya Harding’s As- 
sault ‘n’ Fellatio Capades. Complete year- 
book of 1994’s most insane news stories. $7, 
or $14 for 91, 92 and ’94 books! Lance 
Levine, 507 W. 43rd PI., Chicago, IL 60609. 


Fan Clubs 


The Gunnar Hansen International Fan 
Club. Become a charter member today! 
Your yearly membership includes a sub- 
scription to The Buzz, Gunnar’s quarterly 
newsletter, an autographed charter mem- 
bership card, signed photo and product dis- 
counts. $15 payable to The Gunnar Hansen 
International Fan Club, 9131 College Pkwy., 
Ste. 13B, Box 101, Fort Myers, FL 33919. 


Video Trades 


Traders wanted: Have horror, Japan and 
American amateur X. All subjects. Also 
seek pro wrestling from major arenas. Henry 
Saffan, 2626 Homecrest Ave., Brooklyn, 
NY 11235. 

The Spider and the Fly wanted. On Playboy 
Channel. Trade/buy. A. Sparks, 6045 
Camelot Court, Montgomery, AL 36117. 
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CLASS 


POSTAGE 
PAID 











